^/■Richard the Third. 

Hold me a foc/ifl vnwittingly or in ray rage, 

Hauc thought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death tomee to be at emnity. 

I hate it and defire all good mens ioue. 

Firfl Maddam I intreat peace of you, 

Which I purchace with my dutious feruice. 

Ofyou my noblecoufen Buckingham, 

Jfeuer any grudge were lod’gd bctwccne rs, 

Ofyou my Lord Riuers, and Lord Gray ofyou, 

Thata'l without defert haue fround or* me, 
Duk«,Earlcs } Lords,Grntilemen,indced ©fall : 

I do not know that Englifkmari aliue. 

With whome my foule is any iotte at oddcs, 

More then the infant that is borne to night: 

I thankc my God for my humility, hi :: 

Qu. A holy day fhall this be kept heercaftet, 

I would to God allftrife were well compounded, 
Myfoucraigne leige I do bcfcech your maiefly 
To take our brother (ftUrtnce, to your grace. 

Git. Why Maddam.haue I offered louefor this. 

To be thus fcorndin this roy all prefence? 

Who knowes notthat the noble D uke is-dead ? 

You doe him iniury to fcorne his coatfe. (he is? 

Rj. Who knowes not he is dead, who knowes 
Qu. AW feeing hcauen, what a world is this? 

Buc. Looke I fe pale Lord Dor fit as the reft ? 

Tor. I my good Lord and noone in this prefence 
But his red colour hath fotfooke hischeekes. 

Kin. Is CUrenet dead ? the order was reuerft. 

Git. But He poore foule by our fir ft order dide s 
^nd that a winged Mercury did bcare. 

Some tardy criple bore thecouutermaund, 

Thar came too laggeto fee him buried .v 
God graunt that fomc Iefie noble and leflc loyally 
Neererin bloody thoughts, but not in blood : 

Defcrue not worfethen wretched Clartnee did, 

-^nd yet goe currant from fufpitiQn. Enter Darby. 

Dor , 
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The Trap die 

Haft. SoprofperT, as I fweare perfc£ lone, 

Rt. And I as I Joue ffjftbsos'vtixh-ttny heait. 

Km. M:d fan:, your f ife iis ridr exempc in this. 

Nor your lonnc Dorfct, Buckingham, nor you , 

You haueb; nc fa<5tious one againft the other.* 

Wife, loue Lord Raftings, let him kifl'e your hand. 

And what you dee, do ic vnfaincdly. 

Qu. fleet e Ha ft mgs, I will lieuer more remember 
Our former hatred, l"o thriue I and mine. 

Dor. Thus encerchangc oflouc, I hereptoreft, 

V pou my part fhall be vnuiolable. 

Ha. An d fb I fweare my Lord. 

ICw.Now princely Buckingham fcalc vp this league, 
With thy cmbraccment to my wines’ allies, 

.^nd makemehapyin his vnity; 

Buc. When euer Buckingham doth turne his bate 
On you, or yours,but with all dutious Ioue 
Doth cherifh you and yours, God punifh mee 
With hate, in thofe where I expert tnoft loue. 

When I haue rnoft neede to imploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a friend, 
Dsepe,hollow } trechcrous,and full of guile 
Be he vnto me : This doe I begge of God, 

When I am cold in zcale to you or yours. 

Km. A pleafing cordiall princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vow vnto my fickly heart 
There wanteth now our brother Gloccftcr here, 
to make the pcrfc& period of this peace. 

. Enter Glocefter. 

Buc. And in good time hccre comes the noble Duke, 

Glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Queene, 
And princely pcares, a happy time of day. 

Kin. Happy indeedc as wee haue fpent the day, via 

Brother wee haue done deeds of charity : 

Made peace of emnity, faire loue of hate, 

Bcpwecne thefe fwelling wrong infeenfed peercs. 

Glo. A blcfled labour moft foueraigne liege, 

-(rfmongft this princely heape, if any here 
By falfe iateligenee , or wrong furmife. 






